in progress, and through open windows they could glimpse
women in light frocks and men in white jackets turning to
look at them as they went by.
The sun was at its height, and Jeanne opened her sun-
shade. There was no sound but the crunch of their foot-
steps, the tenderness of the words they exchanged.
They spoke of Saint-Vallier, of Paris, of the country.
Now and then Jeanne would transfer her sunshade to the
hand which was already holding up her skirt and stretch
up her arm to pick a blackberry, standing on tip-toe and
revealing her ankles. As she craned forward her neck
emerged from the knot of white ribbons that tied her cloak,
whose laces were all confused upon her shoulders with the
embroidery of her dress.
Then with little tiny bites, lips wrinkled back, she
nibbled the fruit she had picked, reddening teeth and
finger-tips. Once a blackberry fell on to the white ribbons
and made a mark. Handing her sunshade to her companion,
Jeanne took out her handkerchief and dabbed at the little
stain. And suddenly, overcome by the presence of this
young man so close beside her, she began to laugh to cover
her embarrassment.
They talked again about Saint-Vallier, and Jeanne
described the monotony of her life. But even as she spoke
that life seemed to fade and fade until she could hardly
believe it had ever really existed.
A deeper enchantment stirred beneath this intimate
talk; the very phrases they used set something a-tingle
in them, so that a single word could set up vibrations so
faint as to be imperceptible, so delicious as to make them
shiver.
When they said good-bye, Jeanne held out her hand. And
at the touch of his fingers their two beings seemed to
merge, and a gentle languor fell upon them and touched
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